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	Dear Shauntal

"_**She is admired from afar. He courts her in secret, in the safety of his dreams."**_

* * *

><p><em>Dear Shauntal,<em>

It is a starless night, and the glassy chandeliers that hang suspended in my dormitory are swaying eerily in the cool tinged summer breeze. I observe the shattered slits of silvery moonlight dance across the walls as my fingers drum restlessly on my old coffee table. The air is humidly warm and smells sweet; like the nectar of a wilted flower whose petals still cling loyally to its stem. It is almost an nostalgic scent and I think that if you could describe it, a suitable word would be _forlorn _or _distant. _

I suppose it's pointless to describe to you the details of my plight, for no amount of words; especially from my untalented hand can make your two eyes imagine the scene I am desperately trying to paint.

I am no expert at conjuring up artistic pieces like you are – in fact, I am quite flustered and presently my pen is quivering violently between my two fingers despite my firm, sweaty grasp on it. Perhaps I should loosen up a bit – my knuckles are as white as snow and appear almost skeletal, making my penmanship look poor. If my hands weren't shaking so much, I would palm my face into them out of embarrassment. It is rubbish compared to your delicate, evenly spaced printing style and I fight this powerful urge to crumple the sheet and rip it up into shreds.

_Still, I am more than relieved you will never see what I write._

My heart pounds loudly in my chest, just imagining the dreadful mortification I would feel if you were to lay eyes on my intimate thoughts. Each beat is so noisy that it mirrors the deep tics of the large grandfather clock that hides just behind my midnight colored sofa.

The clock must be at least a thousand years old, it is a true relic that has gone extinct. Despite it's magnificent figure, many challengers who set foot in my domain remain oblivious to its existence. It is tucked away from view, under a blanket of darkness that swallows all four corners of my room. When I was first recruited to be a member of the Elite 4, I vaguely recall tracing my curious eyes over the rough, weathered etchings across its splintery body. The clock looked rather lonely and its massive bell refused to chime that day; perhaps it was grieving the owner who had abandoned it.

Sometimes I forget about its presence as well; though I always acknowledge its hypnotic, steady echo in the early periods of twilight. It is funny to think something like a sound can be so common in your life that it becomes embedded and forgotten. But nonetheless it is oddly comforting to hear the sound of the old clock's wise voice. I think that it is rich in secrets, most of which have been lost to the past.

Perhaps one day I will find the courage to invite you over to my quarters where we can both sit in silence and very quietly, in a voice just above a whisper, you can translate its language for me.

_Your deep intellect never fails to amaze me; do you know that Shauntal?_

I saw it in your dark eyes that late, rainy mid April evening when you were successfully recruited to be a member of the Elite 4. Despite the dimly lit hall at that hour, your eyes seem to be aglow with these strange lights. The others were delighted of your success, though obviously to a lesser degree than you were. I remember Caitlin pulling you into an immediate embrace, her golden curls bouncing and bobbing excitedly as she did. This surprised me, for Caitlin was never known to be one to show many emotions. That evening the usual dreamy expression she always wore on her face disappeared and a genuine smile sat in its place.

Loud laughter filled my ears as our good friend Marshal energetically pumped his fist in the air while congratulating you. Soon, he too joined Caitlin in the hug. In that moment, I felt so much pride that no words escaped my mouth, so I just looked fondly at your beaming face; keeping my own happiness locked behind a tight lipped smirk.

_But your intelligence is not the only reason why I'm fond of you, Shauntal. _

I like the fact that you are an actress.

Behind that cherry smile and mob of messy purple hair; behind that untaintable innocence, you are a thief.

You stole the light from the moon, the stars, the sun and the whole universe and hid it behind that radiant face of yours.

How you accomplished such a thing, I do not know. Hardly anyone would have suspected a sweet girl like you to be capable of committing such crimes – but I know better.

You are unlike those rugged rascals, bandits and privates that live in the fictionally perfect world of your stories. I would have never imagined you could be capable of stealing things judging by your meek and timid appearance. Surely, with all the time you spend writing your novels, you spare none to scheming such things.

But I know better now, because my heart went missing during the span of these few months I got to know you. It was the most shocking moment of my life – I was never aware that I held one in my possession. But here I am, grinning in the dark like an idiot.

_Oh Shauntal, I am such a fool. _

What am I doing at this particular hour, hunched obsessively over my work desk while feverishly composing a letter that will never see the first rays of the morning sun – let alone end up in your hands? From a corner, my Purloin is stares at me; its blue ringed eyes blazing with curiosity.

I'm strangely grateful that it is too dark for any creature to see the deep shade of red blossoming across my cheeks. Something has been lit ablaze in me, a single flame flickering bravely and alone in the dark crevices of my soul. I do not know how long this sensation will stay, but in the meanwhile it makes me feel warm and I hope it does not go away anytime soon.

_I wish I could tell you about my predicament Shauntal. _

I would like more than anything for you to be seated neat to me on that leather coach, your soft fingers laced with mine, your head resting against the tempo of my heartbeat. I want to be the one who tells you that you are beautiful; to be that knight in shining armour that you are so good at writing about. The one who will brave storms, wade across oceans and run madly through fire to be at your service whenever you call. And if you prefer practical, simplistic affection, then I want to be the one who will pick a single rose for you, fresh with morning dew whenever skies threaten to cry.

_You are a work of art, something I am better off admiring from afar than having in my possession. _

My dear Shauntal…

If one day you somehow get your hands on this letter, I would like to please be excused for the ugly slash of ink running diagonally across the paper. The grandfather clock has boldly announced that it is half past midnight, which has rudely startled and interrupted me from my musings. Seeing the inky black night and the long shadows that drawl across my window pane, I think it is about time I retire to bed.

_It is a starless night, and the glassy chandeliers that hang suspended in my dormitory are swaying eerily in the cool tinged summer breeze._

But that's okay. I don't need stars to be in my skies; as long as I see your face in my dreams, that is enough. But if you would like stars in yours, I would gladly build a ladder and fasten them into the heavens for you – maybe one day you'll catch a falling star and think of me.

_Grimsley._

* * *

><p><strong>The Symbolism behind <strong>_**Dear Shauntal**_

**[1]** _**It is a starless night, and the glassy chandeliers that hang suspended in my dormitory are swaying eerily in the cool tinged summer breeze**_

Grimsley is a member of the Unova Elite 4 who specializes in Dark Type Pokémon, and so presumably he is accustomed to staying up later than his colleagues. He notes that it is a starless night which is representative to the fact that he feels quite lonely. When one looks up at the sky, it is usually to seek guidance from a higher power or quite literally – for a guiding light. Star may also represent self reliance. The absence of stars suggests that poor Grimsley is confused about his affections and he doubts that he has what it takes to trump through his emotions.

**[2]** _**The air is humidly warm and smells sweet; like the nectar of a wilted flower whose petals still cling loyally to its stem**_

To some people, surrendering to love can feel like death –it is an addictive poison. Grimsley, judging by his personality, does not want to die and lose in the game of love so he desperately clings to the stability of his emotional state prior to the time he fell in love with Shauntal. But it is a futile battle, and like those wilted flower petals, it is only a matter of time Grimsley succumbs to his affections.

**[3] The grandfather clock**

It hides in the corner of Grimsley's room, surrounded by a blanket of darkness. The clock is to represent that subconsciously, Grimsley has held feelings for Shauntal for a long period of time. It also open to be interpreted as his heart. In his letter Grimsley states that he sometimes even forgets that it is there, which parallels the assumption that he is mostly naïve about his feelings and that he does not pay much attention to it.


End file.
